CHAPTER XX

MY BROTHER AND MARCOLINA

ON the Tuesday in Holy Week Clairmont came to tell me
that a priest wished to speak to me who would not give his
name. I ordered him to be shown in. As soon as he en*
tered the room, he folded me in his arms and embraced me.
This display of tenderness was highly displeasing to me.
I took the abbe by the arm and led him to the window. He
was my youngest brother, a ne'er-do-weel, whom I had
never cared for, and had not seen for the last ten years.

I asked him what he was doing in Genoa, for he was
ragged, dirt}', and haggard, yet he was only twenty-eight,
and had a magnificent head of hair.

'The story of my misfortunes, dear brother, is a long

one.'

'How long have you been here, and who gave you my
iddress?'
'The Count de B., whom I met at M. de BragadinV
'Did you tell him you were my brother?'
*Yes, and he said I was your living image.'
*A great stupid lump of a fellow like you!'
*He did not think me that, for I dined with him.'
'In that costume! Really, you did me credit.'
'He gave me four sequins, which brought me here.'
'The more fool he. And now you are a beggar, I sup-
pose? What do you want? I can do nothing for you. Why
did you leave Venice, where, with your masses and your ser-
mons, you could make enough to live like many another
honest priest? I will go with you to your inn; but, mind
now, you are to tell no one, above all, my servants, that you
are my brother.'
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